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Angels, Devils, Demons,

In Derry






Johnny was different from other
thirteen years olds for Johnny was an Angel...a one hundred
percent, bona fide Angel…from Heaven.

Damien was different from other
thirteen year olds for Damien was a Devil, a one hundred percent,
bona fide Devil...from Hell.

Anthony was…well…Anthony…







Anthony

Anthony squinted at the ringed
number on the calendar that hung above his bed. His grotesque,
twisted mouth oozed saliva onto his broad chin as he smiled. His
blood-shot good eye, narrowed again as he focused it on October,
and the day he loved more than any other day in the year, the
thirty-first, Halloween.

“Only a day to go,” he sang, his
deep voice resounding around his bright bedroom.

In the far corner of the room
was a Sanyo television with a matching DVD machine beneath it. All
around the walls, above his stack of DVD s, hung pictures of his
favourite movie stars; John Wayne, Jack Nicholson, Humphrey Bogart
and John Hurt. A big poster of, THE ELEPHANT MAN almost covered the
opposite wall.

“Only a day to go,” he sang
again, his hump rising and falling as he began to dance around the
room until he tripped over his long foot, lost his balance,
staggered against his bed, bounced off it and fell onto the
floor.

His bedroom door opened a few
seconds later.

“Did you knock, love?”

It was his mother. He smiled as
he studied her. She looked very beautiful, even if her dark eyes
were sad. She was wearing a long, blue frilled dress and her black,
grey-flecked hair hung in a pageboy style around her pale face. He
licked his lips to allow his words to form more clearly.

“Naw, Mammy I was just excited
that’s all. I was thinking about tomorrow night.”

His mother smiled. Her even
white teeth always made him think, why couldn't I have had nice
teeth at least?

“Will you be OK tonight,
Anthony?” she asked. “Daddy and I won't be back until well after
mid-night.”

He nodded. “I have the DVD Daddy
got me, The Witches of Eastwick, Jack Nicholson.”

“One of your favourites,” said
his mother walking over to his bed. “How many times is that you’ve
seen it?”

“Eight…ten…” He smiled, catching
the saliva with his long tongue before it hit the ground. “I’ve
lost count.”

She sat down on the edge of his
bed. With a frown she said, “Anthony, you won’t go out tonight,
will you? You remember what happened the last time you did?”

Anthony nodded. He had killed
three demons that night, but she didn’t know about that. It was
when he had come home covered in their blood that she had worried.
He had lied and told her, he had been attacked by a dog- that she
could understand- dogs didn’t like him. The voices had told him
where to go. The demons had trapped the boy and he had saved
him.

He watched as his mother rose to
tuck in his blanket. “Mammy,” he asked. “What's a Nuts Ball? I
overheard daddy and you talking about it.”

She smoothed his blanket flat
then straightened. “It's the Ball organized by the Derry Chamber of
Commerce. Your Daddy and I were invited to it.” She smiled. “He'll
be up to see you in a minute.”

He stiffened, his frown twisting
his face into an even more grotesque shape. His daddy didn't like
coming into his room. But he smiled when his mother held out her
arms to him. With a slurp, making the saliva disappear into his
mouth, he shuffled towards her, his misshapen bare feet dragging
across the thick carpet. He hugged her carefully, his enormous
twisted hands clutching gently at her narrow shoulders. He had
broken her shoulder two years ago in his enthusiasm to hold her. He
had been horrified and still remembered the sound of the crack and
scream of pain from his mother. His father had been furious with
him.

“You’ll enjoy tomorrow night,
love,” she whispered, and he quivered excitedly. “Now I must hurry
and get ready.” She rose. He moved his bulk out of his mother’s way
to allow her to get past and go to the door. At the door she
turned. After blowing him a kiss she whispered, “I'll call in when
we get back.”

He smiled, unable to stop the
trickle of saliva that had been building up, from running onto the
front of his tee-shirt. “Have a nice night Mammy.”

“I will. Thanks love.”

She opened the door.

“Mammy?”

She turned.

“You look lovely.”

She winked at him then left the
room.

Quickly he hurried to the door.
Placing his best ear against it he listened for her long soft sigh.
A few seconds later he heard the fourth stair from the top creak as
she went downstairs. Then, remembering that his father would be up
shortly, he switched on the television to wait. His hands clenched
and unclenched, his fingers cracking loudly, and his heart began to
pound faster and faster until a long minute later his father
knocked on the door and came into his room.

He turned away as his father
said, “We'll be going now. Have you everything you need?'”

“Yes, daddy,” he mumbled,
turning to look at his tall, grey haired father who was wearing a
black suit, white shirt and a black bow tie. Now it was his father
who looked away. He stood by the door fumbling with the balsa wood
Messer Schmidt Anthony had spent hours making. He had hung it from
the ceiling on a piece of fishing line gut.

“Good. Good. Well, I'll see you
later then.”

“Goodnight, daddy, have a nice
time.”

“Yes…am... goodnight...ah,
Anth…” his father mumbled and quickly left the room.

Tears welled up in Anthony’s
eyes. Why can't my Daddy talk to me the way Mammy does? Why can't
he look at me? Why doesn't he hug me? Why can’t he even say my
name? He sniffed again, unable to stop a single tear trickling down
his face. Then he looked at the DVD lying on top of the television
and sighed. Taking it out of its protective box, he fumbled with it
for a few seconds getting it into the correct position before
slotting it into the machine. Gently he pressed, Play.

Downstairs the front door
slammed and he knew his parents had gone out. He hurried to the
window. He was just in time to see the car drive slowly down the
street to the main road. Then just as he was about to pull the
curtains together he saw a demon fly by. Its black wings stretched
to over four metres, and its grotesque horned head and piercing
eyes made him shudder. He wasn’t afraid of it, but he knew he would
see it tomorrow night. He wondered how many there would be, would
he have to kill them all? He moaned loudly.

He returned to his bed and
scrambled into it to wait for the movie to begin, waited for Jack
Nicholson to take his mind off the demons.

****

The sharp click of his
television set being switched off, woke him. He smiled when he saw
it was his mother. He snuggled deeper into his bed as she bent
closer and he sighed happily when he felt her soft lips kiss his
swollen left cheek. He detected the smell of alcohol on her breath.
Seconds later when she left the room, the last thought he had as he
drifted off to sleep was, tonight's my night.


Halloween
Night


As Anthony pushed gently through
the Derry Halloween revellers to the front of the car-park, near
the Guildhall Square, he sensed the demons. There were more than
there had been last year, many more.

In front of the crowd at the
edge of the fast-flowing River Foyle, a scaffold had been erected.
Three men, wearing fluorescent coats, stood on a platform that had
been erected out in the river. They were ready to start the
fireworks and waterworks spectacular. Shortly, with his eyes wide
with excitement, Anthony watched as the first skyrocket soared into
the dark sky. Streaming coloured sparkling lights behind it the
skyrocket was quickly followed by another one that shot even
higher. With a loud crack it exploded out over the river. “Oh’s!”
and “Ah’s!” came from the crowd as the purple and red lights
floated down to the muddy Foyle. Now another man pulled a lever and
the waterworks spectacular began. Multi-coloured sprays of water
flew into the air. The sky became a magic, flashing colour of
light.

Anthony was standing near two
girls who were dressed as witches. They wore low cut, revealing
short dresses and black knee-length high-heeled boots. On each of
their heads was a black, pointed hat. He moved closer to them and
stared into the sky as more skyrockets cracked into hundreds of
dropping lights.

Suddenly, one of the girls
grabbed his hump. “Ohhh look at that one!” she gasped, pointing to
a stream of blue lights bursting into the sky. “Isn't it lovely?”
He smiled at her, at the same time quickly slurping back saliva.
She smiled back. For a second or two his heart stopped, but she
didn't cower away from him. His attention was drawn now to the
scaffold, as a man put a light to three giant Catherine wheels. The
revolving bright fireworks whizzed around throwing off different
coloured smokes and lights and the crowd cheered. As the Catherine
wheels spun, Anthony looked around him. Thousands of Derryians,
many dressed in outlandish costumes and wearing rubber and
paper-mâché masks were enjoying the festivities. Over to his left,
he saw someone dressed as the terrifying Grim Reaper who wore a
long white sheet and a skull mask. The Reaper carried a cardboard
scythe with a bent pointed end. Other girls were dressed as
witches. Several young men were disguised as women, their overdone
makeup making them look even more terrifying than one young man who
was disguised as Frankenstein's monster, bolt through his neck and
all.

He gave a start when he saw
them. Beside the young man walked three demons. One of them carried
a huge scythe, the blade glinted in the flashing lights, and it was
not made of cardboard. Anthony knew it was real. Anthony knew what
it would do with it if it got the chance, if he allowed it to get
the chance. He trembled.

“Be aware, Anthony,” the
familiar voice in his head startled him. “The boy is wearing a
Spiderman costume. He is near. The demons won’t try to harm him
yet. They mustn’t be allowed to.”

Standing on each side of
Spiderman boy were two huge men. They were shining, though no one,
not even Anthony, could see them. The strange men had white fleecy
wings that stretched from the backs of their broad shoulders to
their ankles. If Spiderman boy or anyone else could have seen them,
they would have noticed that their sandal-ed feet did not touch the
ground. The two warrior Angels, for that is what they were, floated
on wispy cushions of curling mist. Each Angel stood almost two
metres tall. The tallest of them carried a thin-bladed sword, not
unlike a ninja’s weapon, and wore a sleeveless black leather
blouson jacket and short canvas trousers. He had long blonde hair
that was held back by a cloth-type pirate’s cap. The other Angel
was almost as broad as he was tall, with powerful shoulders and was
similarly dressed. His tree trunk thick arms were crisscrossed with
metal bands and his black hair was held back from his face by a
single pig-tail. He had several throwing knives that hung across
his massive shoulders on a broad belt that held eight sheaths. A
sheath near his waist held a small double-edged axe.

****

The fireworks display lasted
almost an hour, but to Anthony it only seemed a few minutes. With
loud claps and cheers the crowd began to leave the car park and
head towards the Guildhall Square where John Anderson and his Big
Band had already begun their first dance number.

“One two three o'clock, four
o'clock, rock...” The pulsating rock music quickly drew the crowd
and the squeals and roars of the young people made Anthony feel
even more excited as he joined them.

High above, the Guildhall Clock
looked down on all the madness.

In the middle of the Guildhall
Square, near were Anthony was standing, four youths dressed as
Nazis and wearing replica uniforms and Swastika armbands, began to
dance with some girls. Very soon the square was filled with jiving
and dancing couples.

A girl with a false moustache,
dressed like a gangster, and wearing an oversize man's suit, a Dick
Tracy hat and holding a toy machine gun, stood on her own watching
her two girlfriends. They were similarly dressed and were laughing
and dancing with two Nazis.

With a grunt, Anthony pushed
towards her. “Would you like to dance?” he asked quickly licking
the saliva from his lower lip.

“Aye, surely, c'mon,” replied
the girl, giving him a quick smile.

Gently he pulled her by the hand
into the dancing throng. The music beat in tune to his bouncing
hump as he did an awkward jive with the girl.

“What's yer name?”

“Eh?” he shouted, holding his
hand up to his misshapen good ear.

“Yer name?”

“Quasimodo,” he replied, with a
saliva-accompanied grin.

“Ha, ha, ha, that's a good wan.
And I'm
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